
Readings: Acts 9.36-end; Revelation 7.9-end; John 10.22-30 
 
There’s an old eastern fable of a rich man who set out on a journey.  He said to himself, ‘Look, 
there’s a river.  But there’s no bridge.’  The river was wide.  The man was so rich that he couldn’t get 
all his wealth into his pockets.  He said to himself, ‘I can use my hands to hold all my extra gold 
coins.’  But as he waded into the water to cross the river the gold coins in his bags and pockets began 
to weigh him down.  As the water reached his shoulders he needed his hands to help him navigate 
the current.  But he wouldn’t let go of the gold coins, or empty his pockets, or drop his bags in the 
water.  Eventually the rich man could struggle no more, and sank into the river bed, and was never 
seen again. 

Now you’ll be familiar with this kind of a story.  It sits well with one strand of popular spirituality.  
The moral of the story’s quite simple.  Don’t be so attached to the material goods of this world that 
you take your eye off the destination you’re heading for.  Don’t get so obsessed by accumulation in 
general and money in particular that you lose your life in the process.  In fact, don’t get very 
attached to anything.  The whole point is to be free, free from attachment, free from anything that 
might ever drag you down to the bottom of the river.  Don’t be a fool that clings on – be a free spirit 
that blows where it wills. 

It’s a familiar moral.  But you wonder if those who peddle such a worldview in the name of 
Christianity have been reading John’s gospel lately.  Because here, in John chapter 10, we read these 
stirring words.  ‘My sheep hear my voice.  I know them, and they follow me.  I give them eternal life, 
and they will never perish.  No one will snatch them out of my hand.’  That doesn’t sound like airy 
detachment to me.  No one will snatch them out of my hand. 

I wonder what images come to your mind when you hear those words.  Back in the time of the 
dinosaurs, when we used to have bulky electrical devices called video cassette recorders, I had a 
favourite tape of 100 great cricket catches.  The last catch of all on the tape had a batsman hook the 
ball miles up into the sky.  The ball went so high the camera had no chance of sighting it so it 
followed the fielder.  It picked him up on the boundary at third man, or about 11 o’clock to the non-
cricket fan, and followed him an incredible distance round to fine leg, or about 1 o’clock, until he 
stretched out and caught the ball inches from the turf, whereupon he granted himself the statutory 
couple of dramatic rolls, before miraculously coming up with the ball.  The amazing thing was, he 
was never going to drop that ball.  Not when it was miles in the air, not when it took amazing speed 
to reach it, not when it nearly hit the ground, not even when arms and wrists and elbows and chest 
all fell upon one another in a great heap.  He was never going to drop that ball.  

I think Jesus is a whole lot more interested in cricket than in moralistic fables of people crossing 
rivers.  Jesus is like that fielder, and we’re like that ball.  We may be wild, miles high in the sky, out 
of control, going anywhere.  But Jesus has his eye on us, makes the amazing long journey to reach 
us, incurring all sorts of injuries in the process.  Yet he’s never going to drop that ball.  You know 
he’s never going to drop that ball.  We call it hand-eye coordination.  He calls it heart-hand 
coordination.  He says to us, I’m coming for you, wild and lost as you may be, and no one will 
snatch you out of my hand.  No one.  On the video, it looks impossible.  It doesn’t matter how many 
times you watch it – and trust me, my younger self watched it a bunch of times – you can’t believe 
any fielder in the world is going to make that catch.  But you also know he’s never going to drop that 
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ball.  Hear Jesus say those words to you: no one will snatch you out of my hand.  No one.  No one 
will snatch you out of my hand. 

I look back and think watching that video of that catch taught me more about God than most of the 
Sunday School classes I ever had.  But let’s change the sport a moment.  Think about rugby.  Think 
about when a player carries the ball into contact and the big ugly opposition players try to wrestle 
the ball away.  Usually it only lasts a few seconds and one side gets the ball or the referee blows a 
whistle for an infringement.  But just imagine if there isn’t a referee.  Imagine if one player has the 
ball and it feels like everyone is trying to snatch it away.  Imagine this isn’t a game, but a primal 
challenge in which those seeking the ball mean the ball no good.  Imagine this tussle going on not 
just for minutes, not just for hours, but forever.  And imagine that the player with the ball isn’t 
bigger, isn’t more skilled, isn’t tougher, isn’t a cheat – but just wants that ball so much, loves that 
ball so much, cradles and cherishes that ball so much that nothing in the world, not hell or high 
water, can snatch that ball away.  Now, imagine you’re the ball.  And the player that’s got hold of 
you is Jesus.  And time after time after time, assault after assault, Jesus is whispering down to you, 
no one will snatch you out of my hand.  No one will snatch you out of my hand.  And after he’s 
been holding on to you for 2000 years, you just begin to believe it. 

You’ll have noticed in these two pictures, of the cricket ball and the rugby ball, that it’s not 
necessarily a whole lot of fun being the ball.  The cricket ball gets whacked high into the air and the 
rugby ball gets fought over and no doubt swathed in mud and pressed into the ground and even 
kicked and laced with nails.  But consider Christ’s promises to us.  Christ never promises that we’ll 
be preserved from all peril, from all adventure, from all crisis, from all fear, from all pain, from all 
uncertainty, from all horror, from all conflict.  Christ never promises that we’ll be spared the kinds 
of assaults and anger and aggression and agony he went through.  What Christ promises us is that 
whatever we go through, no one will snatch us out of his hand.  Christ never says the ball will never 
be whacked, be attacked, be knocked out of shape, be damaged.  Christ says ‘I’m never going to 
drop that ball.’  Christ never says, ‘That ball will never suffer, will never know regret, will never feel 
alone, will never be sad.’  Christ says, ‘I will never let go of that ball.’  

Look for a moment at the hands that hold that ball.  Look for a moment at the hands that cradle 
you, and will never let you go.  The fielder crashes into the turf and his hands take a battering – 
maybe cuts, maybe even a broken wrist or finger.  The rugby player holds on tight and the 
opposition players strive to loosen that grip, and maybe a finger gets dislocated or a hand gets 
scarred.  But remember Jesus’ promise: no one will snatch you out of my hand.  The hands that 
hold us – the hands that will never be, unless they are cradling us – they are the hands of Jesus on 
the cross.  What we see on the cross are the hands of the one who will never let us go.  We see the 
cost of those precious words, no one will snatch you out of my hand. 

If you listen to the eastern fable of the gold and the river, you learn detachment, you learn a certain 
kind of freedom.  You learn to live in a world where death and evil aren’t real.  But that’s the world 
that God renounced when Jesus came to earth.  God gave up detachment.  God gave up that kind of 
freedom.  God’s whole life became shaped around attachment to us.  

If you say death isn’t real it’s like saying that cricket ball went up in the sky but ain’t ever going to hit 
the ground.  Oh yes it is, if those miraculous fielder’s hands don’t run half way across the field at full 
pelt and stretch out and catch it milliseconds before it does.  If you say evil isn’t there it’s like saying 
those opposition rugby players aren’t going to snatch hold of the ball and do something terrible with 
it.  Oh yes they are.  Death and evil are real.  They’re real as hell.  But Christ’s word to us is, 
whatever death and evil throw at you, I’m never going to let you go.  I’m never going to drop you 
out of my grasp.  No one will snatch you out of my hand.  No one.  Ever.  You want the proof?  Look 
at my hands.  They drove nails through my hands.  But I never let you go. 

The man in the fable wasn’t wrong to be holding on to something, and he wasn’t a fool to drown.  He 
was a fool because he was holding on to the wrong thing.  Gold coins aren’t worth drowning for.  But 



God says, we are.  Christ drowns because he’s holding on to us.  His dying words are, No one will 
snatch you out of my hand.  His hands are nearly destroyed because he won’t let us go.  

Let’s not pretend life’s about airy detachment.  Life’s about holding on, with everything we have, 
forever.  Christ is dying to hold on to you.  What are you dying to hold on to? 


